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this time, since there was no water to speak of in the cih works. (The people used latrines dug out in the courtyards.) But in practice, I never knew why, it was just the contrary. The stench and slime were even worse than on my first trip.
After nerve-racking and body-breaking hours of crawling, we finally got to the Old Town, and were directed immediately to a large hospital in the basement of an old church which was now totally destroyed. It was the Church of the Jesuit Fathers, and many of them were in the wards helping the nurses and bringing a word ot cheer and faith to the wounded and the dving.
Someone took the dressings and the medical supplies we had brought with us A hand poured a glassful of water down my throat After washing and a short rest, we would have to go back again. We were to tafce with us only the lighter cases, only those who had a chance of making the trip through the sewers.
The patient entrusted to my care was a small boy, Yanek. He had lost one eye, and could not see as yet out of the other. Right then he had both his eyes bandaged and trudged behind me, holding my hand, Yanek was ten. He had lost his parents somewhere in the fighting chaos of the Old Town, and was left all alone* He was calm, and even cheerful in a quiet sort of way, believing firmly that eventually he would be able to see again
The return journey was almost unendurable. I stumbled ever so often. I had to stop several times to wait for Yanek, who would get lost The blind boy, crawling behind me, did not even have the slight advantage we had of seeing a little now and thea in tie abysmal depths.
I had no flashlight with me and the matches I tried to strike went out immediately Yanosik, carrying CHI his back a man with wounded legs, the way one might carry a bag of potatoes, noticed my vam efforts